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PREFACE 

Simplicity  and  directness  are  generally 
looked  for,  above  anything  else,  in  the 
writings  of  a  soldier.  The  poems  in  this 
little  volume,  specially  expressive  of  war, 
have  been  chiefly  written  since  the  author 
returned  from  France,  wounded.  The 
others  were  composed  in  civil  life,  several 
of  them,  including  "The  Christmas  Bells," 
having  appeared  in  the  Catholic  Register, 
of  Toronto,  Canada,  when  that  paper  was 
edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  A.  E.  Burke,  d.d., 
LL.D.,now  Lieutenant-Colonel  Right  Rev- 
erend Monsignor  Burke,  Chief  Chaplain 
to  the  Canadian  Contingents  Overseas. 

F.  B.  Fenton. 


CONTENTS 


AD\ 


PREFACE 

TO  BRITAIN  AT  WAR 

CANADA    

ON  THE  WESTERN  FRONT 

THE   ANSWERED  CALL,   1915 

A  MOTHER'S  HEART    . 

THE  FORTRESS  SENTRY 

THE  KNIGHT  AND  THE   I 

THE   CHRISTMAS  BELLS 

EASTER  DAWN       . 

DAY-BREAK!    . 

THE  KIND  WORD 

A  SPRING  MORNING'S  CALL 

AFTER  READING  AN  ACCOUNT 
OF  THE  LIFE  OF  PRESIDENT 
LINCOLN 26 


PAGE 

5 

7 

9 
II 
12 

15 
16 
18 
20 
22 

23 
24 
25 


POEMS  OF  PEACE 

^    AND  WAR    ^ 

By  Frederick  B.  Fen  ton 


LONDON : 

HEATH,  CRANTON  LIMITED 

FLEET  LANE,  E.C. 


PR 
(,0(1 


L 

BRARY 

720414 

UNIVEP 

SITY  OF  TORONTO 

TO    BRITAIN    AT   WAR 


Homeland  and  Motherland, 

Glorious  art  thou, 
Many  a  wreath  of  fame 

Binding  thy  brow  ; 
But  the  brightest  thou  wearest 

Are  dyed  with  the  blood 
Of  thy  bravest  and  dearest 

In  battle  who've  stood. 


Thunder  of  cannon  peals, 

Foe  sets  on  foe ; 
To  tlie  stern  battle  front 

Thine  armies  flow ; 
There,  where  the  watch-lights  flare 

And  the  scenes  sicken. 
Thine  honour,  dazzling  fair. 

Makes  the  pulse  quicken. 


As  the  sword  flashes  white, 
Loosed  from  its  sheath  ; 

So,  soon  thy  brow  be  bright 
With  Victory's  wreath ! 


When  men  have  paid  the  price, 
In  life-blood  shown, 

What  deeds  of  sacrilice 
Will  gem  thy  crown  ! 
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CANADA 

PRIDE    OF    MANY    HEARTS 

{Written  while  a  resident) 

Dear  Canada,  our  Fatherland, 

Bedecked  with  beauty  rare  ! 
What  thousands  stand  at  thy  right   hand 

To  guard  thine  honour  fair  ; 
And  angels  from  their  thrones  behold, 
Within  their  sheltering  arms  enfold 
xA.nd  set  on  thee  a  crown  of  gold 
Oh,  Land  of  Liberty ! 

Upon  thy  far-famed  border  blest 
Unite  the  fair,  the  brave,  the  best ; 
Dear  bower,  the  home  of  every  guest, 
And  shelter  of  the  free  ! 


May  favouring  fortune  ever  smile 
On  thee,  dear  Fatherland ; 

No  tyrant  wrong,  no  foe  defile 
Thee,  fair  Canadian  strand. 


Thy  flag,  for  Freedom  widely  flown, 
Uphold  just  laws ;  defend  thine  own  ; 
Bid  truth  and  honour  sway  alone 
O'er  Canada,  thy  shrine. 

Joyous  and  free  thy  people  sing 
The  praise  of  Empire,  land  and  King, 
And  constant  hearts  around  thee  cling. 
Upon  thee  lustre  shine ! 
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ON   THE   WESTERN   FRONT 


The  night  is  dark,  the  storm  sprites  play : 
Behold  yon  knarled  and  surly  oak 

In  the  assailed  and  deep  woods  sway, 
Whose  bowed  form  sobs  and  seems   to 
choke ! 

Wild    screams   the    war ;    deep   sighs    the 
night 

Cradled  in  such  crude  parent  arms ; 
Oh,  mother,  hurried  is  your  flight. 

Poor  child,  how  fearful  your  alarms ! 

The  soldiers  march  ;  their  heavy  tread 

Grates  on  the  cold  and  awe-struck  air ; 
Oh,  where?  to  death  or  glory  led 

Proceed  these  strangers  to  despair  ? 
Strong  life,  stern  step  and  high  resolve 

Meet  at  the    cross  ways ;    bruised   and 
slain, 
White  comrades  bleed  ;  quiet  stars  revolve 

O'er  the  shelled  road  and  wind-scoured 
plain. 
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THE   ANSWERED    CALL    19  J  5 


Now  the    loud  war    throb  of    Britannia's 

drums, 
Summoning,     re-echoes      in      far     distant 

climes  ; 
In  wind-fanned  forests   where    the  maples 

lift 
Their   dark   green    garlands   to    Canadian 

skies, 
Whose    dancing    leaves,    half    light,    half 

shadow,  play 
Melodious  whisperings  to    the  murmuring 

flow 
Of  cool  and  sparkling  streams;  and  cluster- 
ing twine 
Their  sheltering  boughs  above  the  smaller 

green  : 


There — where  the  stalwart  labourer,  tired 

with  toil 
At  hush  of  roseate  eves,  heralds  the  end 
Of  the  day's  task,  and  makes  for  home. 
His    little   daughter   coming   through   the 

woods, 
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Smiling,  to  greet  him — knells  the  alarm 
In  no  uncertain  voice  ;  but  fresh  and  full, 
Reaching  the  ear  of  every  patriot  son, 
Reminding  him  of  pledges  of  a  faith 
One  country  gives  another  ;  Motherland 
Claiming    her   own ;    to    whom   he    turns 
v^ith  pride. 


And,  further  yet,  the  echoes  fill  the  air 
Of  rich  Australia,  land  of  busy  marts 
O'er -ruled     by     Commerce's     progressive 

hand. 
Pushful,    unyielding,    in     the     march    of 

Time, 
Full  of  the  zeal  and  fervour  of  the  West ; 
To    which    linked    by    many   a    common 

tie 
Of  kinship  and  of  aim  that  fares  inspired : 


And  where  the  coral  fields  of  India  lie 
Burning  beneath  her  bright   and   stainless 

suns. 
Which      o'erlook      jungles      of      immense 

domain 
'Habited  by  grim  monsters  :  foes  of  men, 
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Yet  their  own  soil,  where  still  they  walk 

unharmed ; 
There,  too,  with  one  consent  and  purpose 

full. 
Rally  strong  men  to  the  loud  mother  call 
For    sterling    hearts,    like     those    who've 

thrilled  the  fields 
Of    Flanders    with    the    daring    of    their 

deeds. 
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Answer  her  sons  where  Britain's  flag  flies 

free 
O'er  isle  and  river,  continent  and  sea. 
Answer  they  will  as  still  they  claim  to  be 
Men    of    a    brother    band,    of    one    great 
ancestry  ! 
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A    MOTHER^S    HEART 

Oh  call  of  war,  oh  stir  of  drums, 
And  grey  mists  gathering  in  the  dawn, 

As  regiment  upon  regiment  comes 
With  arms  to  battle  proudly  borne ! 

Amidst  the  tumult  and  the  surge, 
With  lightest  step  and  look  of  joy, 

In  little  suit  of  khaki  serge, 

Goes  passing  by  my  own  dear  boy. 

What  is  it,  laddie,  bids  you  go 
So  happy  and  so  free  of  care  ? 

You  only  hear  the  bugles  blow, 
But  other  voices  reach  my  ear ; 

Amid  this  morning's  scene  and  noise 
I  seem  to  see  a  blood-stained  soil, 

And  hear  the  wounded's  pleading  voice 
Re-echoed  from  the  battle  broil. 

And  so  I  pray  that  God  above, 

Who  knows  our  every  grief  and  joy. 

Will,  in  His  mercy  and  His  love, 
Look  after  you,  my  dearest  boy. 
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THE    FORTRESS    SENTRY 

A    FANTASY 

Around  the  old  Fort  on  the  hill 

The  silent  sentry  goes, 
Through  Summer's  calm  and  Winter's  ill, 

Nor  fear  nor  danger  knows. 
Upright  of  form,  erect  of  head, 

On  duty  all  alone, 
With  measured  pace  and  martial  tread 

He  ever  marches  on ! 

The  curlews  calling  lustily 

Fly  seaward  o'er  his  way ; 
'Ihe  night  owl  hooting  huskily 

Swoops  thither  on  her  prey ; 
There  will  the  wily  fox  appear 

Driven  from  his  dark  lair  ; 
At  times  the  gentle  mountain  deer, 

Perchance  the  prowling  bear. 

And  when  the  dreadful  thunders  growl, 

And  lightning's  vivid  ray 
Tears  the  wild  skies  and  tempests  howl, 

He  still  pursues  his  way ; 
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He  heeds  not  wind,  nor  snow,  nor  rain  ; 

But  hooded  head  to  feet, 
He  passes  round  and  round  again — 

The  sentry  on  his  beat! 

And  like  the  sentry  keeping  ward 

As  seasons  onward  roll. 
So,  in  the  inarch  of  life  we  guard 

The  fortress  of  the  soul ; 
Without,  the  hollow  tempests  quake, 

At  times  fear  lurks  within, 
But  on  we  go  and  courage  take 

From  God,  through  prayer,  to  win. 
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THE    KNIGHT    AND    THE 
LADY 

(Mediceval  Times) 

"  I  am  a  soldier  of  the  king, 

Through  weal  and  woe  I  wear  his  crest, 
And  siiining  bright  upon  my  breast 

Is  snow-white  armour  glistening ; 
I  come  to  woo  thee  lady  fair, 
And  what  shall  fall  to  knighthood's  share 

To  do  for  thee,  it  shall  be  done ; 
Say  what  thou  wilt  and  I  will  do, 
Nor  say  me  nay  for  I'll  be  true. 

Come  rain  or  Summer  sun." 

"  I  love  thee,  too,  oh  worthy  knight. 

And,  but  to  prove  sincerity, 
I  bid  thee  now  go  forth  to  fight ; 

Thy  country  fain  hath  need  of  thee, 
And  after  thou  hast  won  for  right 

Come  back  and  conquer  me." 

"  I  go,  a  soldier  of  the  king ; 

Through  weal  and  woe  I  wear  his  crest, 
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And  shining  bright  upon  my  breast 
Is  snow  white  armour  glistening. 

Fain  would  my  true  and  trusty  sword 
Win  laurels  for  my  future  bride  ; 

O,  take  the  pledge  of  knighthood's  word  : 
In  war  it  shall  be  dyed  ! 
My  trusty  blade,  it  shall  be  dyed, 

And  if  not  with  my  failing  breath 

For  country  I  lie  down  in  death, 
I'll  come  and  wed  my  bride." 


19 


THE   CHRISTMAS   BELLS 

Beautiful  bells  of  Christmas, 

Ring  out  your  old  sweet  tale 
Of  the  wonderful  birth  of  Jesus, 

Whose  love  can  never  fail. 
Tell  us  in  accents  tender 

How  gentle  and  sweet  He  is, 
And  bid  our  hearts  to  render 

Fit  praise  to  that  Heart  of  His! 

Wonderful  is  your  story 

As  the  ages  onward  roll 
Of  Jesus  and  His  glory, 

Who  came  to  save  each  soul : 
Of  shepherds  who  were  keeping 

Their  watch  o'er  flocks  by  night 
When  an  angel  band  came  sweeping 

On  their  astonished  sight. 

With  voices  clear  and  golden 
You  fill  Heaven's  halls  to-night. 

With  memories  dear  and  olden 
You  bring  lost  days  to  light ; 

In  silver  echoes  thrilling 
Your  thundrous  strains  resound, 
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With  wealth  of  music  filling 
A  gladdened  world  around. 

Come !  let  us  fall  adoring 

At  Bethlehem's  lowly  throne, 
Our  happy  hearts  outpouring 

To  the  Dear  Little  One. 
Thus,  with  the  bells  of  Christmas 

Our  melodies  we'll  blend. 
And  find  in  Him  our  solace. 

Who  is  our  King  and  friend. 
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EASTER   DAWN 


Over  the  valleys  sweet 

With  the  breath  of  returning  spring, 
Night  and  morning  greet, 

Light  and  shadow  meet, 
Birds  are  carolling  ; 

In  glistening  gowns  of  white 
The  lilies  stand, 

Impearled,  in  the  soft  grey  light 
Of  the  forest  land. 


Where  the  slumbering  woodlands  lie 

A  low  wind  whispers  "  Peace," 
In  a  song  that  can  never  die — 

Of  life  and  eternity — 
That  makes  all  sorrowing  cease  ; 

While  now,  borne  on  the  ear 
In  rising  swells 

Of  music  rich  and  clear, 
Burst  the  Easter  bells  ! 
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DAY-BREAK ! 


Out  of  the  east  she  comes, — 

Earth's  bridal  queen ; 
Unacclaimed  with  trumpets  and  drums, 

Alone  in  her  crimson  sheen ! 
Glorious  monarch,  risen  from  sleep. 

Earth  stoops  low  to  adore  you ; 
Velvety  land  and  pearly  deep 

Uncover  their  wealth  before  you  ! 
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THE    KIND   WORD 


No  note  so  sweet,  no  tune  so  fair 

As  the  kind  spoken  word, 
Nor  can  the  noblest  song  compare — 

From  loveliest  voices  heard  — 
To  this  :  the  soul's  endearing  charm 

In  formal  beauty  given, 
That  speak's  the  mind's  deep  inward  calm. 

The  stepping  stone  of  Heaven. 


Let  praise  for  merit  swell  the  hymn, 

And  fame  enshrine  proud  deeds ; 
Leave  to  a  world's  contentions  grim 

All  strifes  and  perverse  creeds  ; 
But  oft  repeat  the  sweetest  note 

The  ear  has  ever  heard 
In  any  clime,  from  any  throat : 

The  kindly  spoken  word  ! 
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A   SPRING  MORNING^S  CALL 

Come,  now,  for  the   fresh  green  fields  are 
calling, 
Beckoning  us  away. 
Here,    in    these    city    haunts    let    us    not 
linger ; 
For  from  the  vales  there   sounds  a  soft 
voiced  singer, 
Oh !    he  calls  us  with   a   love   note  that's 

enthralling 
And  we  cannot  stay  ! 


Down    in   the   sheep   folds   shepherd   lads 
are  whistling 
Through  the  glad  long  hours  ; 
The  skies'  clear  blue  a  bright  June  sun's 
adorning; 
Trees  lightly  stirred    are   purring  tunes 
this  morning. 
Oh,  come  and  let   us   to   their   strains  be 
listening 
Amongst  the  flowers  ! 


LINES  WRITTEN  AFTER 

READING  AN  ACCOUNT  OF 

THE  LIFE  OF 

PRESIDENT   LINCOLN. 


Indiana!  still  thou  art  ringing 

With  thy  martyr  chieftain's  praise, 
Far  the  note  of  Freedom  flinging 

To  the  end  of  time  and  days. 
Hark  !     I  hear  the  ocean  surges 

In  their  rough,  wild,  rocking  strain, 
All  the  lakes  and  gulfs  and  gorges 

Echo  Lincoln's  name  again  ! 

Sweetly,  faintly  from  the  distance, 

Where  Kentucky's  ancient  hills 
Tower  in  peace  and  pride  for  ever, 

A  glad  strain  of  music  thrills. 
Echo  on,  all  nature  echo 

Sounds  of  freed  slaves  falling  chains ; 
Tell  the  world  the  grand  old  story: 

How  no  slavery  remains  I 
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Linger  ever,  golden  moments, 

Wherein  I  trace  that  noble  life 
Through  the  haunts  of  dim  old  romance 

Leading  to  life's  real  strife  ; 
Fancy  paints  a  glowing  picture  ; 

History  tells  its  famous  tale  ; 
And  the  deepest  sense  of  honour 

For  him  in  my  heart  won't  fail. 
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